TAZ Orsu 

I once knew a couple Crazy John nicknamed ‘Taz’ and his old lady; do not think I 
ever heard her called anything else but my old lady. He reminds one of the Loony Tunes, 
Tasmanian devil cartoon character named Taz. A sweet man on his good side, but get on 
his crazy side and one tangles up with a buzz-saw-tornado that will not let go, which 
understates the experience — Voof! He was mean. His old lady was nuttier that he; they 
made quite ‘a pair’... a pair of what I am unsure about but they were ‘a pair.’ One night, 
as usual, both were lit up high-sky-tight, quarreling. When his old lady wanted attention, 
she picked a fight with Taz, which was most of the time. The drama got hot and she 
sassily dared him, “hit me! I dare you!” Being the perfect gentleman, he granted his old 
lady’s self-destructive wish, ‘Pow!’ Taz popped her pretty good by dotting both of her 
eyes and crossing her one tooth through a fat, lippy mouth. After which, she landed in 
the hospital and he went to jail. On his court appearance, I attended proceedings as moral 
support and friend of the court. However, Taz was in rare form requiring no assistance; 
what happened next still amuses me just thinking about it. His wife, her lawyer, Taz’s 
court appointed lawyer, a lady judge, a court reporter with me in the peon section were all 
present. Two titan-sized, court bailiffs led in Taz wearing fashionable neon-orange, 
county prison garb, with full jewelry of leg and arm restraints. He was well known 
among these circles and authorities took no chances with him; he was trussed up tighter 
than a holiday turkey. They positioned him at the bench before her honor, with him 
restrained closely between them in proximity to his appointed lawyer standing nearby. 
After reading charges prior to entering a plea, before anyone could say another word, Taz 
in verbal brevity launched into a masterpiece discourse beyond all speeches as he 
beseeched the judge: “Please judge, send me to prison; please do not send me back home 
to “that crazy bitch!” I sat shocked and speechless! Taz never said please to anyone; in 
act, I never, ‘ever!’ heard him use the “please” word ever and he just pleaded it twice in 
one sentence! The judge simply sat, slack jawed, with a bemused expression of, “ I 
cannot remember this much novelty since watching the hogs eat my cousin...” she 
seriously studied Taz for many, very-long-moments; after which, lady judge said, 
‘Granted!,” consummating the decision with a loud bang!! of her gavel. After which she, 
momentarily, lost professional composure, turned away from court audience regaining it, 
refaced us, barked ‘recess!’ followed by a hasty exit to private chambers with one hand 
over her mouth. Both lawyers with faces covered, hung and shook their heads. I could 
not tell if they were hiding laughter, shock, or both. Taz’s charm affects people that way. 
The look on his ‘old lady’s’ face, complete with dotted eyes and one crossed tooth, 
expressed utter-shock and disbelief as she shrieked, “You bastard! How dare you leave 
me! That is not fair! You coward! Come back and fight me like a man, you pussy!” 
Bowing at curtain close on this dramatic-tragedy, I never saw a happier Taz, attired in jail 
garb and cuffs, doing a victory jig, tightly restrained between two belly laughing, 
Goliath-sized, bailiffs leading him out of that courtroom to the big house. She got her 
attention while he got an all expense paid vacation to Huntsville Prison and a divorce on 
the fly. About one year later, a letter arrived from prison which read: ‘ ...1 am having a 
wonderful time, wish you were here...” No thanks, Taz. One man’s heaven is another 
man’s hell and you deserve all your happiness. After that, nobody ever heard from Taz. 
He is probably hiding out in Tasmania where “that crazy bitch” will never find him. A 


very wise man. 





